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CHARACTERS IN THE STORY.

1OHN TEMPLE, an astronomer and mathematician and victim of cir-

FVALYN WELLS, an heiress, four and twenty, prefty and devoted to
the memory of a boy admirer of her childhood.

BESSIE, her maid, who assists in the working out of the plot

SIRIUS, a canine listener, in entire sympathy with his master.

HE
thrown wilde

Rockhouss waere
for the first time

blinds of

n suven  years The month
was June n.d Bvalyn Wells
wus (our-and-twenty.

Evulyn had been summoned frum
abroud by the trustee of her father's
estate Hecnuss of an  irreparable
quarrel back in the spring of 1917, the
Jate Senator had lefn Evalyn as near
penniless as would be compatible with
her station in life,

Diagonally across the road stood the
other house at the Corners, This
bullding had formed the Annex of Lhe
County Poorhouse, whose maln struc-
ture hnd disappeardd. .

A gaunt, pallid maon, with two doys

glublile on lis face, wppeared In the
doorwiy, and emitted a quavering,
pediantle lnjitition of o whistle. A yel-
1ow stioak &lot wround the corper of
the thin Mttie Lhouse, then the man
glosed the door softly

Outside there swns the throb ol w

motor, the ring of a dinner gong.
“Meut, butier, egg: . " bodmed
the itinerant butehe: *| don't eome
agaln till Saturday.”
spwa of us, thres days' calculated

this man “Six steaks will do.”

An _hour later HWe lifted two large
stenks from the ‘op of & rusty, luke-
warm #tove In the basement and
quietly replaced them in their origi-
pal wrapper  “For myselt [ could do
woell enough But I must think of
you, my friend

Princess Blie Mouse ralsed her head
from her paws, sniffed, and ruced
across  the tennis  courl Evulyn

glanced yp from her self-imposed la-
bor of weeding the tennis court.
“Shades of Abraham Lincoln!"”
gaped the girl
“Madnm
“you llve here.
“Yes,” Evalyn smiled
expecting you all day.
anything io eat?
1 was about to speak of that" ., . .
“We've finlshed our Tuneh,” the girl
informed him. Bhe assured him she

" faltered the man

"T've “been
Huve you had

woilld run to the house and tel] the
maid. In the mean time he could sart
where she hod left off “Pull them
like this” 8he demonstrated. *“Now

try. Shake the roots and pat down the
earth with vonr foot. Don't leave any
holos. Start here”

The girl paused among the Aower-
ing pear trees, “Your name?’ she
called,

He ralse his Lead from the pourt
“Jolin " he stammered,

“Ressie,” Fyalyn mid to herf littie
muld., “Some one has sent us & man

He'll enat ns out of house and home

But |t can’'t be helped.”
ATER, Bensie appeared with a
fiuighed face.
"That man, Mins Bvalyn, I'm
afrald of him.”

Hae lind given half his dinner to the
dog that was running wild with Prin-
cess Rlue Mouse, and he brought a
bag full of things—groceries, #ix
Eieraks!

“tix steaks!” schoed BEvalyn.

The mnid bhad got hold of the
newspuper, ““Thers are two eacaped
conviels And have you noticed
how pals he ist"

Evalyn started slowly for the tennls
eourt, And she told herself that the
gaunt man laboring with the weeds
made a very pleasunt ploture,

"If you'll eame with me to the sorn-
house,” sald Evalyn presently to him,
“we'll get a bag of sait”

Bevera] larg= white bags, sten
“Hay Salt—112 1hs.,” lay in the coiu-
house, John took hold of one by the
ears,

T'm sorry,” he
fAush mpreading
“J ecan't lift iv"

Together they

admitted,
over his pallid

deepn
fuoe,

dragged ®™e sack to
the doorsill Now gel the wheel-
barrow. Put It ander theydoor and
pull the bug inte it."

Evalyn directed the man to get be-
tween the shinfis, to lift, to push, The
wheelburrow, oft a slight eminence,
rushed forward, eareened, turned In a
circle, and only Evalyn's agllity saved
her,

“John," she ctied, “are you trying to

DR. MARSDON KISSED EVALYN. “WHO 1§ THE COMPOSITE OF LINCOLN A8 GRANT ™

PRINCESS BLUE MOLsE, (e Companion

Wells farm.

MR. MARSDON, a patron of educitiog,

with Temple's father,

Gelorlo.

FiCTION

SECTION TWO,

of Sirius and petl of the

with an unsettled difference

DEAN THOMAS, a college official, under obligations to Marsdon,
CATHERINE FARRELL, a young artist, a friend of Evalyn Wells.

make me ridioulous, ar don't you know
wpnything on earth?”

“I'm afrajd T don't know anything on
earth,” sald the man, "unt T try to
learn.”

HE chores Anialicd, he man
with towel and soap and fresh
clothing pasaed alang the road
to the willows, where he gave

himself and his dog a scrubbing, After
supper he ascended the hill back of his

TGnine

There he stood gizlng Inlo the
clonr June sky,

"My canine friend,” he suld solemnly
to the dog, "I am not a farmer, My
father was an astronomer, A little
man with a thin white beard and eyes
as limp and faded as a faded blue
napkin, white fringed; an old man a$
fifty, standing beside a long shining
brass telescope where two great thor-
oughfarea converged, Broadway and
I7itth Avenue. And there onch plear
night during eight years | stood be-

HE BMILED



